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Dear mouse friends, 
Welcome to the world of 



Geronimo Stilton 
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Geronimo Stf/ton 


GERONIMO'S 

VALENTINE 
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A Very 
Special Date 


I scampered home I'rum work extra earty 
lo gel ready. 1 had so many things to do — 
take a shower, comb my whiskers, and get 
dressed. After all. it was a very's pee la I day. 
It was \/h.(cVl(V.c\ and I had a very 

important date. I was so excited, [ could 
barely squeak! 






























Well her name is »*. 

Oopsf 1 almost (oi^ul to intixjduee myself. 
My nattke is Stilton, tt, I am 


the publisher of the most fa mouse newspaper 
on Mouse Island, The RodenVs Qazetie. 
An^^ay, where was I? Oh, ^es, I was about 

V 

^ ^ ^aws 



She is a TV reporter dedieated to saving the 
environment. What a fAscinAfinc 
rodent! I have had a eiush on her for the 
longest time. 

The phone just as I was getting 

into the shower. It was my friend Harcmle 
Pdirat. Mouse Island's most fa mouse 
detective. 


“Slillon> I need yuur help solving a 

CMFF$FC^Kr MyfTFRy." he began. 




1 mi him off gently. 

“Sorry, Hereule,'* 1 
squeaked. Tm busy. I'll call 
you back.** 

I hung up the phone and 
hupped into ihc shower. Ah, 
dun 'I you just love a nice, 
steamy s flower? I washed 
my fur ten times. By the lime 1 
was done, my paws 
were wrinkled and 
there was no more 
hot water. Oh, 
well. At least I was 
squeaky clean. 1 eumbed 
niy whiskers, popped 
a breath mint in my 


niy favorite cologne. Chcddstltll: For the 
. Rodcni. Then I put on my 

tUfX^Aj^. [ had rcnied il just lor the occasion. 


[ looked at my watch. Only QQQ 
QQQQQ tinlil our dale. 1 couldn\ 

U/Sllt I > 







Who Did That??? 


BcNidcN the iLixedo. 1 had also rented a 
// new cheese-eoloied CO^I^£^T/M£^. 
[ was hoping Petunia would be impressed- Did 
I mcniion 1 have a terrible crush on her? She's 
so ijf, 

so 

so itslightful. 

Too bad I can't 
tell my left paw 
from my right when Tm around her. Still* 1 
told mj'self that tonight would be different. 
"Tonight I will ask Petunia to be my 
I squeaked, giving myself a 

quick pep talk. 

1 glaneed at my watch. Only QE3E3 
□□□□ until our date* 1 tried a few deep 



mi 


breathing exercises to relax myself. Then I 
checketj the lime again. Ikrltcr early than late, 
I decided. 

As 1 was walking out of my 
house, a pail of rOtt^-n Tish rained 
down on my head. So much fur my 
expensive cologne! The pail had 
fallen from the roof, so 1 looked up. 

Mho did thSLt?" I yelled. But no 
one answered* 

I ran back inside, look a f r^exffig cold 
shower, and ran out again. Two seconds laler, 1 
was Hying down the stairs outside my building. 
Someone had left a banana peel on the steps* 
I slipped and flipped through the air* 
When I landed. I split my pontX 

How humiliating. How embarrassing. How 
strange. I hadn't seen that banana peel when I 
came out of my house the llrst time. 





Mho did that?” I shrieked* Hut 
nt) one answered* 

I charged back inside and changed into 
my everyday suii. My date was 

turning into a disaster before it even began! 
Cahn down, Gcfonimo, I told myseli' as 1 
climbed into the cheese'Colored convertible* 
A second later, a dump truck drove by and 
an entire bad of yucky mud on me! 

Rat'munching rattlesnakes!'' I cried. 

Mho did that?" 

Prom inside the dump truck, a familiar taee 
emerged. It was my Friend H6FCUtC pOlT^t! 

"“I got you, Stilton!'’ he ^’I'm 

so good at pulling pranks." 

1 was so mad steam ixjured from my cars. 
1 glared at Hca'ulc. 

He didn’t seem to notice. Tm here to 
get >Tour help with this CMFrf^c^Kc 











MV^TfRy [ need to solve.” he said. 

I forced myself nul to pull oul all of my 
fur* '‘Listen* Hcreule*" I said. ”1 already told 
you* its Viiicni^c's and I have a 

very important date.” 

I stared miserably at my posh <*ar 

iillcd with mud and my stained green suit* 
“YouVe ruined my ear and my ebibes." I 
wailed. 

""Aw* come on* Ceronimo ” Hereule said* 
“It’s noi that bad* If you want* I'll lend you 
my dump truck* 

I burst into tears. Whais worse than 
driving to a date in a ear lit led with mud? 
Driving to a date in a dump truck! 

Finally, I pulled myself together. What 
else could 1 do? Petunia was waiting. 

On top of everything else, I was LATE for 
my date! 



Do You Smell 
Raw Fish? 


[ r^n hack home ^nd look another Fmen 
shower, f ihrew on an old JOGCINC out lit. 
U was the only clean thing I had lert. (I 
knew I should have done my laUBdry the 
nighi before!) Then I raced back outside. 1 
was about to call a taxi when I remembered 
something. Something awful. The cabs and 
buses were all on Sn^lKE! My fur stood 
on end. Holey cheese! 1 
felt like I was about 
to explode. At that 
momenu I spotted my 
nephew Benjamin’s 
l^icycle. It would 
have to do. 



on and began pedaling 
furiously. I was supposed to meet rclunia at 
I f^Squecikerip ll was my FAVORITE 
resiaurantH in the heart of New Mouse City, 
by the lime I got there* I was sweating 
like a euniestani on Ameriva's Nex( 7op 
Stmumouse, 1 glanced at my waieh.-^ 

Cheese nibblels! 

^ tlvo ^04 \ 



The manager greeied me at the door with 
a HORRIFIED look on his snout. 


‘"Mn Sliltun* you're not wearing a tic/' he 
squeaked. “You know we have a dress eude.” 

I past him. I didn't care about 

the manager. I didn't care about the dress 
code. I had to see Petunia. 1 had to apologize 
for being so late. 

1 started nunnfn^ through the 
restaurant. The waiters tried to stop me, but 
[ dodged past them. I was like a mouse 
in a pinball machine, bouncing from table 
to tabic. As I ran, I could hear the shocked 
comments from the other diners. 

“Isn't that the famous publisher? 


Why is he dressed like that?" 



fliMi'C Ceptec; 



“50 Yoy swat raw fisH?- 

How emlrarrassiii^! 


When Petunia saw me, she gasped. 







“Gcronimo! What happened?” she asked. 
“You're I wo hours LATE and you sftni 
like ilsh!" 

My lur turned BCCY l?CD. 

^Im so sorry, Nepunia. 1 mean, Tenupa* 
I mean. Petunia. The fish. I mean the ear, 1 
mean the banana peel»,I muttered. Oh. 
why did I always have to sound like a POOH 
in front of Petunia? 

She got up from the table, annoyed. 

“Pm sorry', too, Gcronimo,” she hutTed. ”1 
thought I w^as to you. but now 1 

see I was wrong,” 



I was about lo run after her when guess 
who showed up? Thais right—Hereule 
Poirat! 

""Is now a good time lo talk about the 

CHrcsrc/kKr MytTfRy.comnimo?” 

hf asked. “I see j\jur dale jusi dilehed you." 

I yfAffTEO TO /CREAM. 

[ wanted to 1 wanted lo pull out my 

whiskei's* 







Instead 1 headed for the door. 1 was so 
depressed I didn't notiee Hereule's tail in from 
of me. i tripped and landed snoot-firsi in an 
enormous pan of rfoUi a#l<( 

The waiierK pieked me up and threw me 


out. 






¥ 
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A Call in 
THE Night 


By the time [ gut I'tome* it was QQEl 




J W3S b^3t. I fell into bed with all of 
my ebthes on* I was snoring away when the 

phone rang. 

**01 lion, 1 sianimered. 

still half asleep. 

AI the ol her end. 1 heard Hercules voice. 



“Is navv a good lime. Gcrunimo?” he 
squeaked. “1 really euuld use your help with 

th(;CHFr5FCM(f My^TFRy- 

I stared ai my Chceseball the Clown alarm 
dock with bl63ry eyes- 

It wa/ foLii- iri the mornifit]- aii i 

wanted to do was climb back under my Great- 
aunt Ratsy's down com lor ter and go back lo 









sleep. Hut something told me that wasn't 
going to happen. Hcreule wuyld keep bugging 
me until I gave in. 

"’Okoyn Hcrcula*' I agreed. ‘'You win. I'll 
meet you at your house in twenty minutes.*' 
“Make it ten," myjvi’^tid insisted. “After 
all, the early mouse gets the cheese." 

[ hung up the phone with a groan. 

Then 1 rolled out of bed, brushed my iceih, 
and threw on my ST^NKY clothes. I am 
usually such a squeaky-clean mouse, hut what 
else eould I do? I had no time to do laundry. 
I had no lime to shower. I barely had time to 
comb my own ffdK, Oh, when would this 
smelly nightmare end? 


The Celebration 
OF Chocolate 
Cheesecake 


Hcrcule was waiting lur mt% pacing -up 
und dowti, in front of his house. He was 
staring at his watch. **Yuu’re one minute late, 
Stilton*" he scolded when he saw' me. 'itV 
really rude to keep jour friends waiting* you 
know*" 

I chewed my whiskers to keep from 
squeaking. U was so early* the SUH was still 
sleeping! I followed HcTeule into his house 
and into a pa we hair* Did 1 mention Tm 
not much of a morning mouse? 

My friend didn't seem lo notice. "Okay* 
Stilton, here's the scoop," he squeaked. 
■‘Yesterday* I got a call from Kristina 


You know' Krislma> right?" 

I noddud my head. Ot course I knew 
Kristina. She was the assistant director of 
the New Mouse Cjty Mouseum of Art. 
Ah, how 1 love that museum. It is llllcd 
with ipaattGuIfiir patintivigs by the most 
famousc in New Mouse City. 1 am 

always taking trips to the museum with my 
nephew Benjamin, 

""Anyway, Kristina ealled to tell me about a 
terrible BURGI-AHY," Hcrcule continued. 
“It seems someone has stolen an original 
Passionpaw, And not just any Passionpaw — 
they took The Celebration of Chocolate Cheesecake! " 

fnttCcilebim,; 
^ Cliocolate 'f- 

\ Oieraecake 

± _ UL _ i) 







NOTE: Painting not yet restored* 










f gasped, Pierre Passionpaw was one of 
Mouse Islands most disiinguished painters 
from long ago. The Celehraltoti of Chocohie 
Cheesecake was featured in ©veiry art 
history book. It showed the founder of New 
Mouse City, Cientleinouse, and 

his bride, GftHer^ut, on their wedding day. 
[n the painting, GcmIemouse is offering his 
new wife a sample of a brand-new dessert: 
CHOCOLATC CI1C€S€C<llt€. 

Just thinking about cheesecake made my 
lummy rumble. 

[ was starving. 

"‘ Uh, do you think we have time to swing by 
the Squeak aTld (Stieuu?" l asked 1 lereule. 
“1 just realisted 1 never ale dinner last night " 
Hercule looked annoyed. *‘HOW Can yoU 
tHinic aboot fooD at a time tice tHis?f " 

he shrieked, “VVe have to nod that painting 


fast. The museum is holding an im port ant 
tomorrow af ternoon at four thirty. 
If we don\ 11 nd it by then, .Ms, Culorsnout will 
be in big ITlBCJiyiKltlE!” 

Then he blushed. *'Plus, Ms. Colursnout is 
a good friend of my granny Ironwhiskers and 1 
promised Granny I'd SOLVI3 the mystery.** 
he said, looking embarrassed. '*Granny can gel 
pretty upset if she doesn't gel her way. Trust 
me, she can drive a mouse right up a eloekf'’ 



Granny 
Ironwhlskcrs, 
H«rcul«*i 
g ranef mot tier 


Kristina 
Colo runout, 
th« 

musoum^s 

assistant 

director 






Off in the 
Bananamobile! 


Two minutes later, with my tummy 
still grumbling, we took off in Hereule's 
Have >oii ever seen a 
Bananamobile? It is a very unique ear. 

liV^^YEIiLOW and iis sha|>ed just like a 
real It dex^sn't pollute the air 

because ihc motor runs on banana peels. Isn't 
that neat? My friend Hereule is totally into 
the environmeiit. 




Too bad he's not into obeying the ryles of 
the road. I hung on fur dear life as we SPEQ 
through an intersection. Headlines flashed 
inside my head: ETILTCV %UA£H£D V.TLD BA^^A^'A 
FJDi! PUBLiSHiF. KILLED IT FFl’ITT CAR CHAEFI 
liy the lime we gut to the museum, I fell 



^'Yuu look a little green, Stilton," Hercule 
observed. ''Drink this. It will give you 


eheugy- 


He opened a thermos and poured a yucky- 
smelling liquid into a eup. 

I took a sip. 


“Ch66S6 nibblEts!" I squeaked. The 


drink was not onl; 
disgusting — it wa 

smummf. 



I thought 1 


would never taste 


choddiir aguin. 

My lasIcbuds vvurg 
IFBIIEIIS. I began 
IQ sob loudly. 

I lea: u Ic slapped h is 
paw over my mouth. 

“Keep it down. Geronlmo. Were on a 
top-secret easel" he scolded. 

1 hung my head. I was a mess. 

I W9S tifCD. I was hungry. And my tongue 
was about to fall out of my mouth. 

(ould thtitgi get ai»y wotie? 




I followed 1 lercule out of the car. 
Then it happened. Things got 
worse. 

As I was elimbing 
out of tlic can Hercule 
5HUT the door on my 
tail 



^OOOOti^Ql^r I wailed al the top of my lungs. 
Hcix’ule slapped his paw over 
my mouth. 

"" Quiet, Geronimol 
Remembers top secret!” 
he hissed. 

He whipped out a 

FLASHLICHIftnd took 

off down a dark alley* I 
followed closely behind 
him* I didn't want to be left behind, li was 
so dark. My Fu t' was standing un end. Did 1 
mention I'm a bit of a scaredy mouse? 

Suddenly» my friend stopped. 

“Here it is* The back door to the museum.” 
he whispered. 

He waved the Hash light in the air. 
SMACKtff^ me in the snout. 

\ I screeched* 


OyiM^ 


Hcrculc ?^lappcd 
his paw over my 
mouth. 

^'Whai is wrong 
with you, Gcronrmo?” he growled, ‘"Cant 
tjou stay quiet for two minutes?” 

1 twisted my tail in a knot to keep from 
shrieking. My tongue was ihrubbing, my tail 
ached, and now my snout was turning SSI 
xlsadGae of: porpSo Who knew 
hangingout with Mouse Island's most fa mouse 
detective could be so dangerous! 




































Password: 
Chocolate Cheesy 
Chews 

I was siill rubbing rny sure snuui when 
Hcreulc knocked on the doot THUi 
A voice lloaied out Irom behind the door. 

Hcrcule bent close lo the door. 

"CUocoVate evteesy Gitews." he 

whispered. 

My mouth began to water. Have you ever 
had a chocolate chc\;sy chew? It is the most 
whisker-licking. kind of candy. I 

was starting lo drool when the door popped 
open. How embarrassing! 

The face of an old and worried rodent 
appeared. It was Krittfina 


She wore a dress wiih a 9cU 

brooch. Her for was pinoed back into a bnn. 
She looked so frEll and sad, I felt sorf>^ for 
her. 

I took her paw. 

**Vm not sure if you remember me or not. 
Ms. Colorsnoul," I said, “My name is Stilton. 

Kristina Colorsnoui brightened. *'or 
course I reinember you, Geronimo/ she 



squeaked. “And how is your sweet nephew 
licnjartiin?” 

I began to answen but Hereule cut me off, 

“I hate to break up this party, but time is 
ticking and we have important work to do,” 
he interrupted. “Now Ms, Colorsnuut, please 
tell us exactly when you realized the painting 
was M^SS^NG*” 

Kristina^s faee fell, and her paws began to 
tremble* She led us down a long corridor to 
a huge gallery'. Then she began to tell her 

story. ^ jslJ jtfarfed n heit I 


But Then . . . 
But Then .. . 
But Then ., . 


Kri^inu explained that the pSintill^ wa^ 
in terrible shape. The 6©1©1?S had faD^D, and 
it was covered with dust. 

“Luckily* I just happen to know the best 
expert in restoration in all of Mouse 
Island. Her name is Perky Le Mouse. The 
painting was taken to the museum's lab. 




Perky worked on it for six nionths* 
iind HICHT . Yesterday, she eallcd me. She 
couldn't wail lu show me the results. It was 
lobe unveiled ol tomorrow's ceremony,'' 
Kristina squeaked, tCfiirS rolling down her 
fur. “But then , , , But then , , , But 
then , , 

She slopped lo blow her nose. Then she 
Cri^d some more. 













‘‘liut whal?" Hcrculc asked* He stared at 
his waleh. He tapped his paw. He ehewed 
his 1 eoiild icll he was getting 

really impatient. Maybe [ could teach him a 
few breathing exercises to help him relax* He 
looked like he was about to tear out all of bis 
fur and run around the ixiotn squeaking like a 

Finally, Kristina went on* "Perky told 
me she had discovered something 
very strange about the painting. 
Something extremely important. She wanted 
to tell me in person. But when I gut to the 
lab, she was (Sil lZiC. The window was wide 
open, and the painting had 
Tomorrow night, there will 
a eelcbraiiun to show off the 
restored painting* Illayor 
Bigmouse will be there, along 





with all uf my coworkcrs-'^^ 

am P ^ 

Kristina began to Sob 
untjonirullably. \ Idi awful. Here 1 
was feeling sorry for myself because 
I had to get up early and iny tummy 
was rumbling. What a BDmSBBDIlBIH Td 
been. I promised myself I'd help Hereulc find 
that missing painting even if 1 had to skip 
my afternoon snack. Well, maybe Td have 
one little nibble. Or maybe two. Three lops. 


P 





What can I say? I think much better on a full 
stomach. 

I palled Kristina on the shuulcler. Don't 
worry, Ms. €0l®fMFl©llt,'" I said. ‘'We'll ITnd 
out what happened.” 

Hercule took out hi.^ 



notebook. “Du you suspect 
anybody?” he asked. 
Kristina shook her head. 
Then she showed us a 


of Perky Le 


Mouse. 

She looked so We just had to 

find her. 

Hut how do you find a stolen painting and 
a missing mouse? 
















































Gotcha! 


As soon as wo Icfl the gallery* Hcrculc 
sprang imo action* At least someone knew 
what to do* 

**Before we hit the lab. let’s take a puicii 
LOOK around the museum;” he ins true tod. 

We split yp. Herculo went PtGHT. I went 

UFT* .----- 

I scampered down the dark hallway. My 
heart started to pound* It w^as so SPOOKY. Did 
I mention I'm afraid of the dark* loud noises* 
and pink knibble gUHfl? I onee had a wad of 
bubble gum stuck In my fur. It took Clip Rat. 
my barber* three hours to cut it all out. What 
a nightmare* Oh, but that's another story. 

Anyway, where was I? Ah, yes* in the 
museum. I passed by tons of 























































arlifiicts. Bach one was more amazing than 
ihu next. 

Hciv was the hal lhal had been wum by the 
founder of Nc^v Mouse City. And there was 
the shovel that was used lo lay the first stone 
for City HalL Then I turned a corner and saw 
h. No, I'm not talking about another ancient 
treasure. I'm talking about a SBJkD0W. 
It slid toward me .. * closer and closer. I could 
hardly believe iL WAS IT THE THIEF? 

Ilcforc ) could SCPiUI/. a spiky MALLET that 



looked like it wa?^ from medieval limes bonked 
me over the head. 

'Gotcha!*' a familiar voice annoy need. 

I let out a loud yelp. '"Hereulc!” I eried, 
shining llie llashlight in bis snout. ^'WHat 3rC 
you DOinS I thought you went right.” 



Hcrculc looked syrprLscd. ”l did 
But then I changed my mind and decided to 

go ufJr 




"Then why didn*t you WARIVI me?” I 
shrieked. 

‘"Yuu knuw ihai's the wuy \ urn: very 
UNPreDiSfaBiC r Herculc replied. 
“Plus* I wanted to surprise the ihiet 1 thuughl 
you were him." 

1 look oft’ my glasses so I eould cr>' freely. 
My head was and I had a 

lUAIfl the size of a watermelon on my head. 

At tile rale things were going, Td be a dead 
Pioo^e befoi^e lunchtime f 




% 

Mousenapped! 


Finally* we reached the restoration lab 
of ihe museum* In ihc center, there was an 
Jltjyj V easel. 

Hcrcule said thought Fully* “Ms. 
sn€Ut said that the painting was on this 
easel while it was being worked on “ 



Next lo it was a dirty, color-stained 
soaked in a strange liquid that smelled awful 



<->1^ 'WHAT DOES ^ 
RESTORATION MEAN? 



ei^lonilton mt'ann 

of an l>iirk la lh<-ir orlgi- 

ri a I U 4- a u I >' ' 

rnu'aiiiF^ 


tiing llirm llirougli lime. 

All cimiuicl us t Ilf •re are 
nmiiurnerils, liuilfliii^ ftatii|irig>{« 
aii<l niaiiuseripls lhal fleserilH' fiur 
past. Pm?crv'iiifE ihese artifael.s 
over lime Ikeept^ llie of our 
eivilixalion alive. 


'Ilien;^ an' universilii:^ awl restfiralivo si-IhkiIs tlial 
teaeli this skitl. Tliis type of refiuires paitii-riei' ariii 

fii F^l, roloratiofi hegaii on I lie famous Slaluc of 
l.ifierly to repair ihou'sancjs of small holes and <k-nls 
ill the slaiOf'''s c^iikfier surfaee. TIn' liole^ Wf'rt' eoosofl 
by 1IX> years of e^jiosurr' to sally sea air. The l\io-year 
rcsloraiion project also included work to strengilien ihe 
statue^s iron framew ork, which had Iktcii distortfxL over 
the nrevtous cenlury. 











The OT)OI^ was so STROnC I had 

lo hold my ntusc iv keep frum tainting. Bui not 
Hereule. He marehed right up lo the dirty mg 
and examined it. 

He explained that the rag was soaked 
in turpentine, a subsianee that is used lo 
DISSOLIT' paint. “ItV as if sumconc took 
olT some of the paint... but vytiy?” he 
wondered aloud. 

He searched the laboratory and found 
a pu'pSc. It belonged to Perky Lc Mouse. 
Inside. Hcreiile discovered her wallet, her cell 
phone, and her ear keys, 

“Why \sould she leave this behind?" I asked. 
Hcrcule looked at me gravely. “There s 
only one explanation," he squeaked. “Perky 
Le Mouse must have been rnauS8nSLpp8dl 
A chill ran down my fur. Mousenapped! 
Playing detective was no jo fee. Th is was 


serious business. 

I was slill thinking about Perky when 
Hereulc lei oul m shout. 

He was leaning out the open window, 
pointing to a trail of paWpnntS in ihe dirt. 

"This is ill" he squeaked. "This is where 
the thief must have iled. And look what 1 
found on the windowsill." 

Herculc held up a liny piece of paper, h 
said: 



1 1 was Squeaks Sugarhog’s businc^^s 
card! Squeaks was the uwuer ul the biggest 
and must successful I chex'secake factory on 
Mouse Island. He was a very private, very 
Mys#sriou S mouse. In fact, no one 
on Mouse Island had ever even seen him. The 
only thing we knew about Squeaks was that 

hcwa^2ir7BSia21.T3Mm 

Hercule stared intently at the business 
card. Then he clapped his paws. 

“Fabumouse!" he cHcd. “I just realized 
something. Squeaks s factory is right across 
the street from the museum. I think ii*s lime 
to pay the mysterious Squeaks Sugarhog a 
little visit* I STTiell something fishy.” 


The Mysterious 
Cheesecake 
Factory 


We Idt the museunn and seampL'icd aenjfi5 
the jstreci to the t^etory. li was BQ.Gl. 

Luckily fur us* no one was around. Hercule 
pointed to an open illJjJi>Dili* A minute 
later, we were inside the facloi^'. The aroma of 
sugary filled our nostrils. The smell 

was so overpowering, it gave me an instant 
sugar headache. It was so unfair! hadn*t even 
eaten one lick of a jelly dOUghnilk yet 
today. I tried to figure out where we were* but 
h was too I couldn't even sec my 

paw In front of my face! To make things won^e* 
1 Icrculc refused to let mo use my flashlight. 

“Fm like 1 can see perfectly well 







in the dark ” he 
bcjiisiecl. Thun 
hu puked mu in 
the eye. 

““““■/u-uchr 

1 yulpud. 

Hcix'ulc slapped his paw over my mouth to 
keep me quiet. 

"If I let gou turn on your flashlight, do 
you think you can keep it down?'' he hissed. 

"Mmmfl Mmmn.“ 1 splutiered into his 
paw. 

I nicked on my light. Wowl 



(aciory was EMOftMoUSe- 
I could see 

‘^"'«‘«>'a/nsofCCCS. 


huge metal 

cream cheese, 

packed 


billed with 


' 'Passive 

"'"‘Sujar 

wbsotEHBQgjj BunaaoS®® 


and GIGANTIC refrigerators all 
around the ruom. High above the equipment, 
a metal walkway ran around the eniire room. 

Hcrculc waved me over to a letcicioa^. 
'‘Well see much belter from up there.” he 
insisted, 

1 gulped- Did I mention Vm afraid of 
heights? 



























































r. 3t(tVlCE ENTTIANCE 

2. SUOAft 

3. REFRJGERATtJRS 
H. Cf+OCOLATl 

5, Cream cheese 


6. Eoos 

7. 5QiJW^ 
SIuKSARHOo's 
SECRET ROOM 

S. "Hiapdoor 

































I started creeping up the 
ladder un shaky paws. )usl 
as I reached the lyp, 

accidentally kicking me. 

I went Hying headfirst into an enurmuus vat 

ul hut, m€ll«d chocofolt cliifif . ** 

■^Youehr I cried. Herculc reached down to 
pull me out of the vat. But he pulled too 
hard, I flipped over the railing 
and landed In a tub of CrCflUl 

■Clieese. "Hclp!" I gasped. 

my mouth full of cream 
cheese, “Really, Stilton, if 
youVe that hungry. I've got a 
ehcese stick in my pocket," Herculc scolded. 



I was about to respond when I heard 
a strange whirring sound. Holey ehcese! 
llcreulc must have leaned against a button 
and started the I was being 





sucked into the cream eh cose I 
t wanted to squeak! I wanted 
\o sheuU As the blender 
S^U/i^ graham cracker crusl crumbs 
pelted me In the head as they tumbled 
iniu the vat. With my Iasi bit uf strength, I 
dragged myself to safety. 

"WSPW, was 

Hercule ehuekled. **You 
looked like you were in a 
/ giant bubbling lacuzzi." 

He pieked up someihing 
that resembled a giant blow*dr>'er, **Hcre, 
ril dry you off*" he suggested. Before I could 
slop him* he hit a switch. A tornado of 
COCOS powder enveloped me, “Oops," 
said Hercule, hitting the switch again. He 
swiped at my fur* then stuck his paw in his 
mouth. ‘^DiLICIOUS!" he announced. 







A Secret 
Passageway 

Suddenly we heard a sound* Footsteps 
were eomirig IVom somewhere above. 

We wei^c both shocked 

Maybe ihere's a Hour hidden between 
the ceiling and ihe roof*** Hercule suggested. 
“There might be a JJeCPff passageway/' 

I began to gently knock on the wall behind 
us, 

|usi then I slopped. *‘1 found it! ** I squeaked. 
My CiY£iS widened as a section of the wall slid 
open to reveal a lung* QlQQia slairease. 

My teeth began to c]3&tt€T, Why were 
there no lights in this place? Didn't anyone 
believe in electricity anymore? 






i 

Squeaks Sugarhog 


[ started to squeak about the darL 
but Hcrcule wasn’t listening. So we 
up the stairease. At the 
lop of the staircase, there was a trapdoor, 
Hereule pushed it open. 

f closed my eyes. What would we find? A 
slobbering monster? 

I opened my eyes. No monster. But we did 
spot a tall, skinny rodent. He was scurry'ing 


iiisg, mi NatRow um\ 


toward 


along a 
a brightly lit room. 


fotlov^ed mice. 

Two seconds later, the rodeni slipped into 
the room. Luckily for us, he left the door open. 


We peeked inside. 

The room was empty except for one long 



dining labic. It looked like it wa 5 set for a 
fancy banquet, with a huge eenterpieee and 
gliHering SOLD eandlestieks. On ihe wall 
hung three paintings. How odd. They all were 
of the same laxg^e. rather stern-looking 
mouse. It had to be Squeaks Sugarhog. I was 
so busy looking at the paintings, I didn't notice 
the large. rather stern-looking mouse 
sitting at the far end of the table. He was 
dressed in an expensive pin-striped suit and 
wore a scowl on his snout. It was 














Suddenly, he began shouting at the skinny 
rodent. "What took you so long, Furbi-ain?!” 
he shrieked, "Tm dying of hunger here! ** 

The skinny rodent, who wore a butlers 
unildrm, raced over to Squeaks, He heaped 
some thick, cheesy soup into a HUGE BOWL 

My stomach rumbled just looking at it! 
Then the lUtlEf stepped back. Good thing! 
Squeaks sho\'eled in his food so fast, half of 
it missed bis mouth. Some siuek to his fur, 
Son>c splattered on the floor, Whai a Jlcbi 
Squeaks really needed to take a class with my 
friend Dainty fur, Du inly fur leaches classes on 
etiquette at the Cheddartown Y, Shes really 
aITt I always tell her she could teach 
a sewer rat to behave, 1 was sure she could 
help Squeaks. 

I pulled out my wallet to search for 
Dainlyfurs business card when Hcrcule 


smacked me. He pointed to the skinny buller. 
U was then that [ noticed a small window 
cut into the wall by one of I he pain lings. The 
butler was using a telescope to look out the 
window- How sneaky! Squeaks must have 
buill this room so he eould spy on his own 

fatiury wor'kers. 

Ai that mtMTiont. the tllltlGr deared his thruat. 
**Er * *, urn .., exeuse me Mn Sugarhqg* sir, 
but... uniJ was wondering if you might urn, 
consider giving me a raise now that 1.,, cr.,. 
stole that Ibr >oij/^ he siammeivd. 

Squeaks slammed his paw on the table. 
Forget about ii. you fool!’" he eried, "*1 
can't afford it. 1 just bought 



myself a solid GOLD 
luxury town car. Now 
bring me that painting 
before I fire you!” 


Recipe 

Under a Rock 


The butler ran away. 

A minute later, he iTulurncd with a wrapped 
package. He gave il lo Squeaks, whu lore it 
open with greedy paws. 

IT WM IMF pMNTlN^j 


But something about the painting was 
It looked like someone had 
written their grocery list in the comer! 

Squeaks slammed his paw on the table. 
He looked very' angry. *‘VVhat happened to the 
painting? Who is responsible for this? Get me 
that restorer!’" he SQU^alcfid at the top of 
his lungs. 











The butler quickly disappeared and 
returned with a >'oung mt>use. She had 
face and she looked frightened. 

I checked ihe pholo Ms. Colorsnoui had 
given us. It was Perky Le Mouse! 

“1 vvani an explanation!" 

Squeaks. “Why on earth would you write on 
a priceless painting?" 

Perky shook her head. 

“Oh, no, Mr, Sugarhog;" she replied. “1 
didn't write on the painting. The artist did. 
You sec, while I was restoring the painting. 1 
noticed something strange. The ROCK in the 
comer of the picture seemed to have many 
layers of pMNT on it. 1 dipped a rag into 
turpentine and removed the lop layer. What 
1 found was amazing. The artist had written 
a recipe on the painting. It's a recipe lor the 
PEl^FECT CHOCOLATE CHEESECAKE " 


Squeaks went from mad to m 

about three point two seconds. *“Thls is 
more than amazing!” he exelaimed "ItV 

I ean 

use that recipe to make the PERFECT 

CH0C0L4TE CHEESECAKE Mice 
will come I'ronn miles away just to buy it. 
Mark my whiskers. Til be- mm mm. 

mmr 


I 

Little Plan 



My Dseairt sank* 

Nuw whal w€ry guing to do? Squeaks 
would never give up I he palming. And whal 
about S'WIEET Perky Le Mouse? 

\ was anxiously chewing on my pawnail 
when Hereule smacked me* 

"Listen up. Ceronimo." he whispered. "I 

Kave a uttie Plan*” 



The last time I helped Hereule with one of 
his lillle plans, I ended up out on a window 
ledge on the fifty-first floor of a high-rise 
apartmcni building! But ihatV another >tOfV. 

Now f Icreule leaned in close. “Okay* hcre*s 
what we're going to do* Til tX'X'p Squeaks, 



★ 

You the butler, HI grab Perky. You ^ ★ 

grab Iht: painting. 

he ^clJ i "if ^ 

f looked doubtful. * yf 

"’Trust me. Gcrunimo.*' Hereule insisted. 

“Have 1 ever messed things up before? ^ 

1 was about to remind him about the 
scary window-ledge ineideni when Hereulo 
took off. 

He barged into the room shoUtIng. 

“Have no reat. Heteu|e J’oita( 
r-s jiere!" 

I ran after him. 

What else could I do? 

. — Geroi^jmd 

f<re I s<tucaked. 

Pretty cheesy, 1 know. Bui 1 was never very 
good at rhyming. At least it got me noticed. 
Sugarhogs butler reached lor me, but 1 


quickly Muck out my paw. He 
tripped and went sprawling 
into ihe cheese soup, Hercule 
Wipped Squeaks. The big 
mouse tell snout-llrst onto the 
hard tile Hour, His eyes rolled 
back in his head. Bui beture he lain led he 
muucred, ‘’Havea nice swim!” 

Jusi then, 1 saw his paw reach for someihirig 
under the table. He pushed a hidden 
JJ D’-T-TT^iJ* A trapdoor opened. Hercule 
grabbed Perky. I grabbed the 
A minute later* wo all tumbled dOvH - ^ ^ 
down * • * down . * . into a giant vat of 
cream cheese! 

Hnimm, All of this swimming around in 
cll8CS€ was really making me hungry! 






















^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 








































Safe! 


fn the end* Squeak?^ had actually helped 
make our CSTAWAY easier* No one 
drowned in the val of ei-eam cheese. In tact, 
that cix^ani cheese was pretty tasty. 11' I had 
a bagel and a eup of eolTee, it would have 
been perfect. But there was no lime to waste. 
We hurried oui of the factory and called the 
police. They AHHE.SXEO Squeaks and 
his butler and threw them both in jail. The 
Cclebraiion of Chocolate Cheemeake and 
Perky Le Mouse were sate! 

The following day. Perky cSGanod 
oriP the cream cheese from the painting just 
in time for the big 

Kristina Colorsnoul was ffltcKccS. low 
can I ever thank you two?” .she asked. 


f j^laricd iu id I her she didn’i need lo 
thank us, but Hcreuic pushed me aside^ 
“Well, if you euuld just put in u 
werd wilh iny Granny Iron whiskers* i'd 
apprceiaie it," he mumbled. 

Ms, Colorsnout ehuekled. “No problem,** 
she squeaked. 

Twenty minutes later, 1 stood among the 
crowd in the banquet hall of the museum. 
What an moment! The 

beautifully restored Ceiehraiion of Chocoiaie 
Chees(^'ake was about to be unveiled, 
llereule strode up to the podium with the 

BB1D13I311I3 painting. 

“I am happy to announce that Pierre 
Passionpaw*s must treasured work of art 
has found its way home,” he squeaked. 
Thunderous applause filled the room. 

“1 'd like lo thank Ms. Colorsnout for Idling 


me work on such an EXeiTlJ^G 
case," Hcrcule coniinucd. “And Vd also like 
lo lhank my dear friend. Geronimu Slillon. 
Wiihoui Gcronimo’s encouragement* trust* 
and steadfast loyally, I would have never 
solved this 113^5 rGry." 

The crowd began to cheer and chant: 


. Oeroxiiznof 



I turned l»cet-rcd wilh embarrassment. 
Did you know that I 
am a shy mouse 
at heart? 
Hcrcule waved 
me up to the 
stage. Then 
together we 
unveiled the 
painting. 



I he crowd gasped- 

Tfw Ceiehration of Chocohte Chea^cxvke 
really is a ^^SSTMT3f€fifC piclurc. 

Gran I Gcnilemuusc and his bride, 
GliUerlur, look so in IcVf . Oh. how amazing 
it must Feel lo find the mouse of your dreams- 
Ofcuurse. that got me thinking about Petunia 
Pretty Paws. She was such an amazing mouse. 
Too bad I had |v|S55Gtl up our en fin€^ 
date. 1 wwdered 
if she’d ever forgive me. 

[ was still pining 
over Petunia w'hen 
Kristina Colursnout s 
ch^^^vl voice 
snapped me back 
to the present. 



May I Ask You a 
Huge Favor? 


"'Mr. Slillun* I was wondcrhig if you would 
do mu a HUCiE favor. I was told youVu 
u remarkable r^t urme/ yV/f-r/ connoisseur.** 
Kristina said. 

I was shocked. 1 rncanp don't gel me wrung. 
[ love fine food as mueh as the ncKL mouse* but 
I also Bov© the kind of mac and cheese that 
comes in a box. Don't tell my snobby Auntie 
Pearl Whiskers, though. She would be highly 
ofrended. 

Anyway* Kristina must have sensed my 
SPIRtPRSflSi because she put her paw on 
my shoulder. 

‘^No need to be modest Mr. Stilton. 1 
was just chatting with a lovely mouse nanied 











^P€tt<) pawj. She told me you’re a 
very intelligent, very vety 

tflUntdd. and vcr>^ distinguished rodent. A 
rodent who's on EXPERT on just about 
everything,’^ she explained. 

1 grinned. As 1 said. I know next lo 
iiolhin^ about gourmet cooking, but I was 
absolutely ihrilled Petunia bad said such nice 
things about me. Maybe she would 
me after all. Maybe she would agree to go on 
another date with me. It could be a do-over 
a date. And this time, I 

would make sure I was on lime. I would buy 
flowers or maybe an eiICIt*tll<l11S box of 
chocolate cheesy ehew's. 

“Well I w'ouldn*l say I’m an expert, though 
1 do know my way around the kitchen a bit.” 
1 said. "Did Petunia really say all those nice 
things about me?” 


“0^ courst sf<€ She told me jou would 
be able to help me with my little prublem." she 
persisted, "May 1 ask ^-ou a huge favor?” 

”Or course*'* I agiecd. I was so excited 
about a future dale vvith Petunia I would have 
agreed lo anything, 

Kristina drew a deep sigh of relief. Then 
she Brabhed me by the paw and dragged 
me onstage* 

A horrified feeling crept over me, 
was 1 doing up on the stage? 
on earth had I just agreed lo do? WJiy had 
I said jes? 



At that momenta Kristina held up a paw. 

" squealed, 

addressing the crowd. 

Silence Riled the room. 

"‘We have a big surprise on tonights 
prugram. Unfortunately^ ihe judgBS fur our 
annual have all come 

down with a /totndcin bu<J and will be 
unable to make it,'' she began. 

CROWP (aROAHEP. 



‘‘liut there is no need to wurryJ" she 
assured them. *‘Mr. Geronimo Stilton has 
agreed to lake iheir place! Mr. Stilton is not 
only a ver>' intelligent soph is I tea led. talented, 
and distinguished rodent, but he is also an 
€^2J^36^gourmet connoisseur! 

The crowd went wild. 

'Oeronimo! OeronimoP they 
chan led again. 




I felt ffttWT. 

li was thejn that i nuticud a ions line of 

chefs filing up to the stage for the ceehing 

Centftft. Each one held a dish in his or her 
paws. I si retched my neck to see where 
the Line of chefs ended, but it never did. It 
wrapped around and around ihe room, then 
went out the door. Yikes! How many dishes 
was I supposed lo taste? 

Kristina led me over to a long table already 
filled with (bod* "Tonight* the top one hundred 
cooks on Mouse Island will compete for the 
title of Best Cook of the Year* And since wo 
are also here to honor the historic masterpiece 
The Celehrufion of Chavulate Chtx^iiceake. 
I though it was only (itiing that wc do just 
that — ceieipote cueesecaKC. Yes. 
niy dear friends, Gcronimo Siilion will now 
tasic one hundred samples of CHCCCIIITC 




















Ct1€€S€€flK€!” ,shc finnounccd. 

My jaw hit the ground. No, 1 was^n't getting 
ready to inhale my lirsl pieee of eheesceake. 
[ was in shock. One hundred pieces of 
cheesecake? Had everyone gone mad? No 
moose Could eat that much! Suddenly, 1 
fell sick juM thinking about eating. Plus, did 
[ mention I have a weak stomach? 

"Here you go* Mr. Stilton*” Kristina 
squeaked* '‘Please sit here and start lasting,"^ 
She ushered me into a chair. Then she 
handed me an enormouse “This 

will help you OlQCST when you re linished? 
she whispered. “Trust me. you re going to 
need it.** 

I felt like sereaming, I felt like crying, 1 
fell like jumping off that stage and hopping 
the next plane to Sunnysqueak Island, Oh, 
what I wouldn't give to be lying on a warm 


sandy beach wiihuut a cheesecake in sight t 

"Sound the trumpets!” Kristina 

Colorsnwut shouted, 
please!’’ 

I opened my moulh to protest- ‘^Actually, 1 
know very little about cooking," I admiued. 
’*Oh, come now," she replied* “There's no 
need to be modest, Mr. Stilton!" 

Before T knew it, Kristina stuck a rurklul 
of cheesecake in my mouth* 

men anotHa-* 

Am anotHerf 



twenty 

I" fee^ si€l 


f ten toitesi 

ippetAte* 






SEVENry 


letter 


ninety 

a fouji (j 


Happy Birthday, 
Geronimo! 


When 1 got home, I imo my 

bed. It was only 8:1U, but I was dead tired. 
)usi then, the doorbell 0. 
WhatntwP [ moaned. Couldn't a mouse 
gel some peace? 

I DPdCC6C) myself to the door, half 
asleep. 

When 1 opened it. I could hai^dly believc my 
eyes. There were all my friends and relatives: 
Trap. Thea, Benjamin. Petunia. Bugsy 
Wugsy. Grandfather William. Aunt Sweelfur, 

HerCULe poirat. and more. 

They all Sh 0 Ut6 d together. 



? f 






I j^lappcd a paw lo my forehead. Holey 
cheese! 1 had been so busy eating cheesecake, 
t had fbrtJC+fefl today was my birthday! 

The erowd spilled into my living room. 

I wanted to erawl under the eouch, I was 
still dressed in my pajamas and slippers! 

"Wc brought you a very special birthday 
cake, Gerrykinsr my cousin Trap chuclkFecl. 
Then he wheeled a ^ cake into the 

room. 




I ^w(pcd* Do you know 
what kintl of cake il was? You 
guessed il, CnOCCLflTC 
Ct1C€i€€l1K€. 

First I blew oui the candles* 

Then everyone started cbaniing, 

‘Take a bite! Take a bite!" 

[ siarcdat ihceheeseeake. feel ingilt. But. just 
ai ihai moment, I noticed p€t;iHlia pr€t;*t3 




pav/^, “Happy Hinliday, Gcroiimia*" she 
whispered. Al lhal mumeni, Hereule emerged 
from ihe crowd. '*1 told Petunia il was my fault 
you missed your ©ai/ date with 

her,"* Hcrculc explained. Pelunia SHlifcd at 
me shyly. 

Suddenly. I tell like 1 could do ANYTHING 

I grabbed my fork and took a big bite of 
cheesecake. And you know' what? 

It tasteD greatf 

I smiled back at Petunia, and together vve 
cut the rest of the cheesecake. 

I was glad Petunia had forgiven IVI4 
for our disastrous 

date. She really is an amazing mouse. Who 
knows? Maybe Tl! get the chanee to lake her 
out on another date soon. After all. SSiUt 
Patrick's Day is coming up. And then 
theres Be Kind lo Vour Fur Day. I know. 1 


know* those holidays aren't half as 
special as But a mouse has 

to start somewhere 1 






^'keeSeCS-ke 
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Crepe fujper m cfifferent colors 
News|>aper 
Colored ribbons 
Round pointed scissors 
Stapler S* string 


Cut several 4-irK:li by 8-inch rectangles of crepe 
paper 


Take the newspaper sheets and cut them into 
small pieces, v/hich you will crush into small balls. 


Fill the crepe rectangles with the newspaper balls. 


Tie each decoration at both ends with the colored 
ribbon as if it is a hard candy. 


Once all the rectangles have been cut and filled, 
staple the ''cantkes*' to a string to make a festive 
decoration. 







0 @ @0 



i&fore 



; CRUST: 

* |J4 cifps chocolate wafer crurrihs • H teaspoon 

* ground Cimumon * 6 tabfesfwons tiutter or margarine, 

* melted 

; HLUNG; 

* Ml S-ounce packages cream cheese, softened * f cop 

* sugar • I tablespoon door • 5 eggs • cup sour 

* cream * l2 ounces semisweet chocoJate chips, melted 
** *2 teaspoons vaoifla extract 


TO PREPARE CRUSTi 

Mix the chocolate wafer crumbs and cinnamon. 
Add meked butter or nuirgarine to crumb mixture 
and mix with a fork until complete^ moistened. 
Press mixture into the bottom and up % of the 
sides of a 9'inch springform pan. 

Bake crust at 350^F for ID minutes. 






© © ©©©©©© © 


TO PREPARE FILLING^ 


Mix together cream cheese end sugar uivtti well 
blended. 

Beat in flour. 

Add eggs one at a time, mixing well. 

Beat in sour cr^m. 

Blend in the melted chocolate and vanilla. 

Pour into prepared crust 

Bake at 42S°F for 15 minutes, then lower oven to 
3€<rF. Bake for an additional 45 minyces. 

Turn off the oven and allow the cake to cod in 




• • 

• As many pens and sheets of |>aper os there 

* are pkiyers. * 

.* A stopwotch or a timer. 




(D 


E^ch player should draw sik columns on his or her 
sheer 




An aduU can be a dmekeeper. or select someone from 
the group. 




Label each column with a category the group chooses 
to compete in. For example: animaK cides. desserts,, 
actors/actresses. sports, films, books, fruit, etc. 










Pick a letter of the alphabet Each player tries to 
write as many words beginning with that letter in 
three miniftes. 


© 


After the round is tornplete. choose another letter 
of the alphabet and p^y the next round! 


Whoever gives an original answer in that category 
(an answer given by no one else), earns 10 points. 
If sorneone else had the same answer, each person 
gets 5 points. Whoever accumulates the most 
points after six rounds wins. 





^hee^eC9-\e ^ 



• I S-twnce i^ockage ciwm cheese, seftectecf 

• K cu^ sifted cof>fectiof>ers’ sugar, plus 

• additiuwil for sprinkling 

• I teaspoon vanilla extract 

• I cup whipped cream 

• I 9-1 nch pre-made graham cradcer pie shell 
• I pint strawberries, washed and cut in baff 


m 




Boat togothor cream cheese, sugar, and vanilla 
until smooth. 


© 

© 


Fold in whipped cream. 

Spoon into prepared pie shell 

Chill until set. Just before serving, top pie with 
halved berries, placing them cut^side down. 




Sprinkle with addittonal confectioners* su^r^ if 
you wish. 


i 






About the Author 



Born in Mew Mouse City, 

Island, Gerpnimo Stiltocm is 
Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphie 
and of T^^Ratonie 
Comparative Philosophy, For the 
past twenty years^ he Jhas been 
running The Rodenfs Gazette, New Mouse City*s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was aw-arded the Rutitzer Prize for his 
seoops on 77ie Curse of the Cheese Pyrmtid and ^ 
7'/?^ Search^ for Sunken l^^ure^ He 
ixceived the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world's best ratlings’ cieetnonie book. His 
works haw been published all over the globe, 

Tn hi^pare time, Mr. Stilton^ eolkets antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most enjoys 
is tcliing stories to his nephew Benjamin, 















Map of New Mouse City 


1. IfuJuftrUI Zon* 

3. Ch««ts fKtorl«s 

3, Angor^t International 

Airport 

4, WRAT Radio and 
Tfltvlflon Staftlon 

5, Che«e Market 
Fl»h Market 

7. Town Hall 

tt. inol.r>os4 Castk 
The &even Hilli of 
Mouie Island 

10, Mouse Central Station 

11. Trad* Center 

13. Movie Theater 

13. Gym 

14. Cairwgie HAll 

15. Singing Ston* Plata 

1£. The Gouda Theater 

17. Grand Hotel 

It. Mouse General Hospital 

ig. Botanical Gardens 

20. Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap's store)i 

21. Parking Lot 

22. Mouseumot 
Modern Art 

23. University and Library 

24. rh* OaJiy Hat 


35. The Rodent's Ga»ttw 
3£. Trap's House 
27, Fashion District 
3B. The Mouse House 
Restaurant 

39. Environmental 
Protection Center 

30, Harbor Office 

31, Mousidon Square 
Garden 

32, Gohf Course 
13. Swimming Pool 

34, Blushing Meadow 
Tennis Courts 

35. Cnrtyfur Island 
Amosernent Park 

31. Gerqnlmo's House 
37, Historic District 
3B. Public Library 

39. Shipyard 

40. Thea's House 

41. Hew Mouse Harbor 

42. Luna Lighthouse 

43. The Statue of Liberty 

44. Hercute Po trai 't OHk e 

45. Petunia Pretty Paws^s 
House 

46. Grandfather William's 
House 
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Map of Mouse Island 


1. 

Big Ice Lake 

21. 

Lake Lakelake 

2. 

Frozen Fur Peak 

22, 

Lake Lakelake lake 

3. 

Slipperyslopes Glacier 

23. 

Cheddar Crag 

4. 

Colder*ips Peak 

24, 

Cannycat Castle 

5, 

RAtzi'kistan 

25. 

Valley of the Giant 

6. 

Trans ra tenia 


5ei|uoia 

7. 

Mount Vamp 

26. 

Cheddar Springs 

8. 

Roastedrat Volcano 

27. 

Sulfuro'us Swamp 
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Brimstone Lake 
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Old Reliable Geyser 

10. 

Poopedcat Pass 
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Vole vale 
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Stinko Peak 

30. 

Raving rat Ravine 
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□ark Forest 

11. 

Gnat Marshes 

13, 

Vain Vampires Valley 

32. 

Munster Highlands 

14. 

Goose Bumps Gorge 

33, 

Mousehara Desert 

IS. 

The Shadow Line Pass 

34. 

Oasis of the 

16. 

Penny Pincher Castle 


Sweaty Camel 

17. 

Nature Reserve Park 

35. 

Cabbage head Hill 

18. 

Las Ratayas Marinas 

36, 

Ratty trap Jungle 

19. 

Fossil Forest 

37, 

Rio Mosguito 

20, 

Lake lake 







1. Main tntraiKe - 1 

2. Priming pmvt (Mrhare tha bnoki 

and rt»wi{3iap«f ar# pfirrtfd^) 

J, A<counK4 dtp^rirtftent 

4. Edito<ri4l room (wfwfa tba *ditori, 

illuiitratCfar^ vvOf 

5. {j«roniiitto ^dKon'i cuffkt 

6. Hdkapttr landirtg pad 


The Rodent’s 
Gazette 












^Dear mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It 11 be anothei^idiisker-licking-^ood 
adventure* and that's a promise! 



„GeronimoSti /ton 




Geronimo Stf/ton 










